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William Joseph Chaminade
W. P. Keane
scant eighty years ago a man died in France.

A This man was William Joseph Chaminade.

He was a priest’of the Catholic Church and
the founder of a religious order. Aside from that

there was nothing spectacular in his life.

He did

not go to pagan lands to convert the unbelievers,
nor did he preach penance in high places, yet today his canonization as a saint of God is before the

tribunal of the Roman Church. It is merely a matter of a few years until he will be given official recognition as one of God’s chosen servants.
Father Chaminade was born in the town of Perigueux, France, in 1761. From his earliest childhood William’s mother taught him devotion to
Jesus and Mary. At the age of three he accompanied his parents to Divine Service and often followed his mother to the Holy Table, keeping a tight
hold on her dress. ‘Phis early manifestation of devotion was directed in a very special way to the
Blessed Virgin. When playing with his companions one day the boy was hurt severely by a stone
falling on‘his foot. Six weeks of careful attention
made no improvement in his condition. He then

joined the order of St. Charles. William too, resolved early to follow their example. At fourteen

he placed himself under the special guidance of his

oldest brother, and privately took the vows of Poverty, Chastity and Obedience. On the completion
of his studies he was ordaineda priest in 1784. For

five years he ministered to his flock and was an example of every virtue to them.
In 1798 came the French Revolution and with it
the Reign of Terror. All priests were either to

apostatize, go into exile or be hunted down and

guillotined. Many fell away from the faith but
other heroic souls including Father Chaminade remained to minister secretly to the faithful. For six
years the good priest remained in Bordeaux, quietly
baptizing, hearing confessions, administering the
to
sacraments and bringing the comforts of religion
the dying. During this time various disguises were
a
used to prevent detection. He would be once
else.
ng
somethi
later
still
and
tinker, then a peddler
He had many narrow, yet humorous escapes. One
laugh.
in particular used to cause the priest a hearty
was
he
day,
one
house
to
house
Moving from

made a special novena to the Blessed Virgin and a

recognized and the police gave chase at .once

Franciscan, another a Jesuit and the third had

more
barrel he was working on, and that only a few

complete cure was shortly effected. To show his
gratitude the young man chose the name of Mary’s
spouse for Confirmation.
Three of William’s brothers were priests. One a

and enFather Chaminade ran downa side street
d post
followe
police
tered a cooper’s shop. The
officers
the
of
s
haste. In answer to the question
inside the
the cooper. told them he had the priest
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nails had to be driven to insure his safe keeping.
After a few slurs at the man’s mentality the guards

left.

When the coast was clear Father Chaminade

emerged from the cask in which he had been nailed

a few minutes before. At another time to avert
suspicion he helped the police search for himself.

In 1795 his identity could no longer be held se-

cret, and he was forced into exile.

Spain to the city of Saragossa.

He went to

Here at the Cha-

pel of Our Lady of the Pillar, Father Chaminade
spent hours in prayer imploring his heavenly

Mother to put an end to the impiety that laid waste

his native land.

He consecrated himself to her

service in order to do his share in restoring the reign

of Christ. It was here that the Blessed Virgin
made known her intention of having him found a
religious order. The society was to labor under

her name, and to combat evil by her side. They
should be ready at her behest to go to all parts of
the world to carry out their mission. To William
Joseph Chaminade she intrusted the work of mobilizing and commanding this army.

After three years of exile Father Chaminade re-

turned to his flock at Bordeaux.

He began at once

to gather about him a group of pious young men,
with whom he established the Sodality of the

Blessed Virgin. This organization grew with wonderful rapidity, and was a powerful influence for

good.

Under the wise and prudent guidance of its

director this little army in a few years brought
about the renewal of the Christian spirit in the city
of Bordeaux.

The establishment of the sodality, although it

produced such splendid results, was not all that

Mary had planned from this favored son of hers.
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She wished to have a permanent Society, whose
members would belong entirely to her, a society
where the ties would not be only promises, but the
sacred vows of religion. She would have them devote to her special service not only part of their
leisure hours, but their entire lives and all their

activities.

The saintly priest knew this well, and

was awaiting only a favorable opportunity for start-

ing the work of establishing the Society of Mary.
In the year 1817, during the month of May the
Society of Mary was founded. Seven members of

his sodality presented themselves to Father Cham-

inade and made known their intention of devoting

ther lives to the service of Mary under his guidance

and direction. Without a moment’s hesitation their
generous offer was accepted, and from this small

group has grown the now widely extended society
with which we are familiar.

For thirty-three years Father Chaminade directed

this society, and lived to see it spread even to the
New World. In 1850 on the 22nd day of January
he was called to his reward, being then eighty-nine
years old. Ever since that memorable day he has
been privately regarded as a saint by all who had

the good fortune to come within the circle of his

beneficent influence. At his grave in Bordeaux can
be found numerous tablets thanking for favors re-

ceived and imploring others.

The stream of pil-

grims was so large that it was found necessary to

erect a fence around the tomb. In 1918 His Holiness, Benedict XV, signed the Introduction of the
Cause of Beatification of this Servant of God.

Within the near future it is hoped that we will be
able to place his statue on our altars and invoke his

prayers as Saint William Joseph Chaminade.

A Tale of Old Paris
Norbert B. Hunter
I had begun to snow not long before midnight.
The chill wintry blasts swept around the corners and whirled the snow into little drifts,

which by morning would be grown into patches of

considerable depth.

The wind escaped no nook or

cranny, pausing here and there to search out a par-

ticularly deep corner and then bustling on over the

cially so because of the hectic and troublous times.
So Moussain was just about to dodge around the
bridge when he heard the two guards, comprising
the night watch, raise their voices as if in argument:

with a third person.

Guy paused to see what it

meant and was startled by the appearance, about

half-way across the bridge, of a young lady, whom

lonely streets of Paris, the Paris of Richelieu. The
low sighing of the wind was the only sound to
break the snowy silence which seemed vaster at the
north end of St. John’s bridge because of the deserted district. A single empty house stood within
stone’s throw of the bridge.
“A devilish night to be out alone, thought Guy de
Moussain, as he neared the bridge. He carried himself like the Cavalier he was, striding in a jaunty,
though not careless, manner, with his boots occasionally ringing sharp and clear on the cobblestones.
to
Shivering slightly and drawing his cloak closer
house.
deserted
him, he entered the shadow of the
black
He had passed nearly three-fourths of the
the
on
stretch when he discovered something

the guards had confronted and were holding in a
rough manner.

with a
stooped to see what it was. He drew back
stifled cry. It was the body of a young woman.
to
He bent closer to examine it and was horrified
horribly
been
had
woman
see that the face of the
mutilated beyond recognition.

him, scrutinizing him from head to foot.

ground by stumbling over it.

Moussain stood up.

Guy turned and

He was doubtful of his po-

of
sition. Should he move on and keep himself out
report
and
watch
night
the
the affair or try to find
the incident? The body would not remain undisthe
covered for long, he reasoned, and so he chose

a
former plan. After another look at the body and
journey.
furtive glance behind him, he resumed his
Deep in thought, Guy had reached the bridge before he was aware of a light bobbing around on the
other side. “The night watch”, he exclaimed. Although his conscience was clear, he had no intention of hazarding a meeting with such a skeptical
group as the night watch. He would certainly be-

come implicated in the wretched affair he had just
stumbled into, causing a great amount of explain-

ing, which would most certainly be doubted, espe-

Moussain waited to see no more but started forward. If the young lady needed his help he was
ready to give it. Precaution had entirely deserted

him as he boldly strode forward, his sword swinging freely at his side, now and then striking the
rail of the bridge, causing a sharp metallic ring. At
the sound of his approach, the two guards turned
simultaneously and stupidly watched his progress.
So astonished were the guards at this unexpected
arrival that they could do nothing but stare as he
rapidly neared them. As Moussain reached the
trio, one of the guards raised his lantern and placed

it almost touching the tip of Guy’s nose.

Guy

frowned as both the guards looked searchingly at

They

undoubtedly realized from the manner in which he
was clothed that he was no ordinary man of the
streets.

Then Moussain spoke to the young lady, “Can I
be of any assistance to you?”
“Ves”, she answered nervously.

“You could

escort me home.”
“Certainly, Mademoiselle”, responded Guy as he
offered her his arm.

“No you don’t”, broke in the guard who seemed
to be leader, “We have orders to arrest anyone

found out on the streets after ten-thirty without a
permit.

Have either of you obtained one?”

“Don’t be a fool”, snapped Guy.

“Let us pass

unmolested. No one will be the wiser and I will
see that you are amply rewarded.”
The guard did not hesitate a moment. “No”, he
responded, “I am sorry but I must place both of

you under arrest.”
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Moussain thought quickly.

Had he been alone

he would have broken into a run and trusted to his
fleetness to save him; but this was impossible with
such a burden as the young woman would prove to
be. Why not provoke the guards, arouse their ire
and use swords? He could easily outmatch the
two men in sword-fighting as he was rather proficient with blades.
Guy stepped up close to the men and almost
threw these words in their faces, “You dirty dogs.
You have insulted this woman enough. If I didn’t

want to soil my hands I’d throw the both of you in
the river.”

These harsh words left the guards speechless.
They stood there staring at Moussain, both of them
choking mad, unable to utter a word. ‘Then Guy
suddenly raised his hands to his hips, and violently
pushed both of the guards backwards. One of them
fell, cursing terribly, while the other laid his hand
on his sword and drew. But quick as he was,
Moussain was even quicker. He whipped out his
own sword before the other could make a thrust.
Then the second guard arose from the snow-covered ground and added his sword to the fight. Guy’s
one difficulty was keeping his balance, as the cobblestones, trying enough to maneuver on when dry,
presented a slippery surface to his boots. However,

Moussain succeeded in maintaining his footing
during the first onslaught of the guards.
Now Moussain was steadily driving back his opponents, easily warding off their unskilled thrusts.
Then, with a sudden lunge and a flurry of thrusts,
he rushed in close and out again, and one of the
guards crumbled silently to the ground, his sword
rattling on the stones. The fallen man coughed
once or twice in a rasping manner, his whole frame
shuddering, and then lay quiet, a wound clear
through his heart.
Moussain’s work was now practically complete.

The remaining man was no match for Guy.

Mous-

sain did not like to linger over the death of this
man, as does a cat with a mouse.

That he must die

was obvious. Moussain was too well-known not to
be detected by the description either of the two
guards could have furnished.

So Moussain feinted,

and with a peculiar twist of the sword, drove his
point home, his opponent sinking slowly to the

ground without a murmur pierced through his heart
in the same manner as his companion. Guy stood
there gazing at the fallen guards entirely forgetful

of the fourth person on the scene until she came up
to him and timedly placed her hand on his arm.
Guy turned at once, sliding his sword into its
sheath, and looked intently into the face of the
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young woman.

But look as he might, he failed to

do the generally accepted act in such a situation.

He did not fall in love at first sight, nor at second
either. The face of this young lady was certainly
noble and beautiful, but there was in her look a

shadow of care and in her eyes shone a trace of
sorrow.
“Oh, monsieur,” she said. “You have placed yourself in grave danger for my sake.”
“Have no fear for me, mademoiselle,” Moussain

reassured her.

“I am in no trouble, but I think you

are. Will you let me help you?”
The girl looked at him wistfully and sighed. “I
feel that I should tell you everything after what
you have done for°*me.

I am sure that I can trust

you for I see that you are a gentleman.”
Moussain bowed and smiled. “Your secret shall
be safe with me.”
She gave him a look of gratefulness and began to

speak hurriedly.

“You may wonder what any good

woman is doing alone on the streets of Paris at such
an hour. I am escaping from the house of my uncle

who was going to force me into a loveless marriage
for political reasons. My parents are dead and my

lover was planning to take me to Spain, the birth-

place of my mother. I have friends there who
would help me if I could reach them. The escape
was set for tonight and my lover is waiting for me
now, and, but for you, he would have waited in

vain.”

“But can your uncle not search for you and take
you back again? Suppose he does, then what
would you do?’ asked Moussain.
“That must be left to chance,” replied the girl.

“Would you let me help you on that point?”

queried Guy.

“I may be able to do something, al-

though I promise nothing.”

“Ah, monsieur,” she exclaimed, “if you
could!”
“Come with me,” commanded Moussain.

only

Guy picked up one of the guard’s lanterns which

had fortunately remained burning. He traced his
way over the bridge with the young lady, and
stopped when he reached the dead body over which
he had stumbled.

He stooped and carefully ex-

amined the head of the dead girl by the light of the

lantern.

Then he stood up and asked, “What color

is your hair?”

“Black.”
“Excellent,” spoke Guy.

“Now stand over here.”

And he indicated the side of the outstretched body.

She obeyed, darting a horrified glance at the corpse.
Moussain then proceeded to compare diligently
the outstanding features of each. After a time he

difficulty pierced the darkness and the snow, just
able to discern a few flickering rays from the lantern. ‘Then, some minutes after, he saw the light
being raised and slowly moved back and forth. He

seemed satisfied. “You might have been twins as
far as size and proportions are concerned,” he said.
“As for the face we never will know what it looked
like, but that is an advantage for us. Now comes
the unpleasant part. If you are willing to change
places with this unfortunate woman, there is a
chance that your uncle will search no farther after
he finds what is evidently your body. All you must
do is take her clothes and leave yours on her. Can

returned to the girl and when he saw the change
that had taken place he could not help but marvel
at it. Then, without a word, he gingerly picked up
the dead woman and returned to the bridge and
there placed the body near the two dead guards.
“Have you placed any other identifications be-

you do this much?”

The girl gazed at the body and shivered.
she drew herself up and spoke.

sides your clothes on the body?’ ’asked Guy.
“Yes, “answered the girl. “There are two of my
rings on her fingers and a locket around her neck.”
“That is all right,’ said Moussain. “You will not
be late for your engagement, I hope.”

Then

“I—I will do it.”

“Remember,” warned Guy, “the change must be
complete or the stratagem will fail. You must do
your part. When you are finished, wave the lantern and I will return.” Saying which, he turned on
his heel and walked to the bridge.

“No,” the girl responded, her eyes lighting up

and shining with a new hope and courage.
will wait for me.

But you, monsieur!

thank you enough?”

The snow was beginning to descend more heav-

Her lips trembled at these

words and a tear rolled down each cheek.

ily. Already the streets were covered with a thin,
white blanket and, by daylight, every trace of the
night’s happenings would be covered up, no telltale

never forget you, monsieur.

footsteps would remain to be followed. The whole
affair would be shrouded in a cloak of mystery and
the French officials (bunglers that they were)
would be hopelessly at sea. Only guesses could be
made concerning the affair and guesses were never
_ proofs. Thus did Moussain reflect as his eyes with

“He

Can I ever

“I shall

Goodbye.” She turned

and crossed the bridge, her borrowed garments
fluttering behind her.
Moussain stared into the snow-filled space for a
long time after she disappeared. Then with a
shrug of his shoulders, he came out of his reverie

and smiled.

And, as he slowly walked away, he

muttered, “To think I never asked her name.”

To Dorothy
Robert H. Bertunn
(A paraphrase of Horace’s “Io Chloe” Ode No. 23,
300k I)

Just like a fawn that fears the rustling wind
And seeks its mother o’er the trackless hills.
So do you, O Dorothy, shrink from me
When your voice my poor heart thrills.
You tremble, quake, and look askance at me,

In heart and limb you quiver in your fear,
As if I were a savage tiger bold
Ready to crush you if you come too near.
But lay aside your foolish, groundless dread,
I’ll swear by all the stars, the moon above,
You have no cause to be afraid of me,

For I am simply hopelessly in love.
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College Spirit
Ernst Levit
HE students of the University of Dayton real|

ize that the University can flourish only
when it has a student body of active, college-spirited young men. The freshmen as well as
the sophomores, juniors, and seniors must prove
their loyalty whenever the opportunity is presented
;
and the freshman class that is quick to enter into

the swing of college life and to lend a willing hand
to the upperclassmen in their projects is a valuable

asset to any university.

On the other hand, a

freshman class which is slow to cooperate with the
program of the upperclassmen, acts with an adverse
influence upon the spirit of the college.
It is my purpose in this writing to point out what
I consider the essential duties of every college man
who has developed what is generally referred to by

the non-partisans, as “College Spirit.” A statement
that these persons frequently challenge is, “College
men enter a university primarily, to learn; and secondly, to enjoy college life.” 9 You will agree, I believe, that no university can exist unless its students
are diligent in their efforts to learn and no student
will find it possible to remain at any university, that
is worthy of the title, unless he takes his classroom
work seriously. Finally, any man, woman, or child
who insists the college is just one dash of fun after
another, either never attended a respectable college
or is suffering from an acute attack of “What is be-

coming of our youth?”
The man with “College Spirit” must be sincere
in his purpose and must work consistently. The
so-called student who slips through college with as
little effort as possible is the parasite of practically
every university and is of no value to either his
college or himself. The man with “College Spirit”

is a student whom the University is glad to serve.
When you have “College Spirit,” however, you
are not satisfied to become the little respected bookworm, or to take everything in sight and give less
than nothing in return for your education. College
activities besides those involving study are created
in most cases by the college students themselves

and deserve your support.

The conclusion is that

you cannot study your way through college and
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then congratulate yourself that you haven’t missed
a thing and are the sample of an ideal college
graduate.
A complete college education is not to be gath-

ered from expensive text books, for it is safe to assert that any individual with a desire to learn and

the ability of a capable college student, can take the
tests used in the ordinary college course, sit in a
comfortable chair in his own home and learn as
much as the college man himself.
This statement has been proved with much success in the correspondence courses offered by many
of the leading universities of the United States, and
I believe that the two words, “College Spirit” may
be employed to cover that portion of college training that the correspondence student fails to receive.
It is this spirit of friendly association and loyal cooperation that the correspondence course cannot

impart to its students and which you may acquire
during your four years at the University of Dayton.
College activities are preserved in your interest
and unless you actively participate in them you
serve neither yourself nor your University loyally.
These activities of the college may be intellectual,
social, or athletic in their nature, but should you
participate in any one of the divisions to the exclusion of all others, you would become only a onethird college-spirited man. However, it is understood that you may not be qualified and you are not
required or expected to join every type of organization.

Those of us who are athletes belong on one of the
representative athletic teams of the University, but
since we cannot all be regulars on the athletic
squads, we must at least lend our moral support to

each team. The football team is your representative and your true spirit may be detected in your
presence at these contests and in your manner of
action.

Dances, plays, debates, banquets and other social

functions are all highly entertaining, and as in the
sports, the teams, casts, or sponsors of the functions

are students, who have developed an appreciation
of the benefits of active participation.

‘The men

who gain this training and experience during their
college careers, imbibe a spirit of refinement which
invariably distinguishes the college-bred man from
the business man who has not had opportunities
such as these. By following the lead of these college men, you too may receive the benefits.
The third and most important class of college
activity furnishes more practical advantages than

many regular courses of study. The immediate returns in enjoyment and education, from the study
of music, literary composition, historic research,
drama, and debating are so generally recognized
and accepted that there is little room for further
comment or dispute.
The spirit of loyalty and cooperation that is directly connected with the spirit of service to your
University is a vital asset to the successful college
graduate. The bookkeeper who is an expert in his
field and a most capable and efficient employee, remains a mere bookkeeper in most instances, because he has not learned the value of loyalty and
cooperation. Business men desire assistants who

impress them as working not for a boss or foreman,
but as laboring to aid the business and to demonstrate their sincere interest in the future of their
firm.

‘To be successful in the business world you have
not only to become a theory expert, but you must
equip yourself with the characteristic traits of the
valuable employee.

College is the place to acquire this spirit of loyalty and to develop your natural desire to be of
service, and the only time to begin is now. Your
spirit of loyalty must be exercised or it will not respond at the crucial moment, and opportunity will
slip from your grasp.

The University of Dayton invites you to make its
campus your practice laboratory, in which to encourage and develop those qualities whose presence
or absence mean your success or failure. Make
your actions measure up to the requirements of
“College Spirit” and you have found the path that
will direct you to your deserved success.

VIGIL
Barry Dwyer
Through long, long night
I keep the solitary watch,
Warding a shadow from this stained heap.
No rest have I until the morning light
Shall bid me forth to battle ride.
Once, a silver night passed from my hands

With oft repeated prayer and vow;
I laid my hand on blade as now;
I swore my heart to loyalty.
Bright, the morning sun shone on my arms.
His gilded bowmen stormed my eyes,
Blinded my heart against the rise

Of ambushed foe and hidden spear.
Defeated countless times I taste the dust.
But though my arms bear bitter mark
Of countless more defeats, Ill hark

The battle call to endless war.

Through long, long night
I keep the solitary watch,

Warding a shadow from this stained heap.
No rest have I until the morning light
Shall bid me forth to battle ride.
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OUR JUNIOR PROM

has arranged for both the Grand Ball Room and the

QO the strains of a nationally known orchesT tra, in the luxurious Grand Ball Room of

Egyptian Room which will not only provide ample
room for dancing, but will also give absolute pri-

be the finest dance ever held at the Dayton Uni-

vacy to the affair. Favors and programs complete
the arrangement, and it is assured that these will
be only the finest.

the Biltmore Hotel on the evening of February 21 at 9 p. m., will begin what we believe will
versity. The dance will be given by the Junior
Class as its annual Prom.
This will be only the second Junior Prom ever
held at the University, but it bids fair to set a
precedent for future dances, and to demonstrate
that the best is none too good for the U. D. dances.
In a way it will be a test to find if University of
Dayton men want the very best that can be had in
ball rooms and orchestras for their major dances,
and whether they will support them.
The prom committee has assured that a band of

the finest reputation and the ultimate in ability will
be secured. At present negotiations are under way
with such bands as Coon Sanders, Al Katz, Zev

Confrey, Ben Bernie and others of like caliber. Just

which one will be engaged is not yet certain.
The affair, as was mentioned above, will be held

at the Dayton Biltmore Hotel, whose ballroom although only a few months old is recognized as the

finest place in Dayton to dance.
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The committee

This affair deserves the support of every Dayton man not only because of its intrinsic value, but,
because it is the first attempt of any class since

the Senior Farewell a few years back, when Charlie Dornberger’s orchestra was brought here, to
bring the school dances from “just dances” to the
stage where they will be something to talk about,
in fact write home about. Let us get behind the
Junior Class in this matter and give them our
whole-hearted support. Every student should make
it his business to attend. The tax is most reason-

able, five dollars a couple.
WITH A PURPOSE BOOKS

AKING a survey of the trend of the present
day reading for the college and university

student leads us to the decision that there
is a certain type of book that is gradually coming
to the fore as a very popular form of reading.

The type in question is the biography. Discussing the subject with the head librarian of Albert
Emanuel Hall, Mr. Francis Ruhlman, S. M., the
latter states that while fiction books are still in
dominance for appeal to the students of the univer-

achievements and successes as well as failures of
the great personages who have gone into the books
of history and time. Read biographies, they will
do you good.

sity, there is a distinct trend to the reading of more

ABILITY AND WORK

biographies, which is quite interesting and bene-

few years ago I came in contact with a stuA dent at the University who boasted of the
tremendous amount of facts he could ab-

. ficial.
The reason why this type of book is becoming so popular can be seen in the fact that
biographies of the present day are being written
and presented in a better fashion than in the past.
Biographies of the past fifteen or twenty years have
been so detailed and dry that it would require concentrated effort to go through the book. They were
seldom read by other than students of history.
As for the present style of composition in the
biographies there is a swing to more narrative and

to more action in the history of the title, thus adding quite a bit of life and interest to the book.
One of the best biographies which shows the
present day tendencies is “Disraeli” by Andre Mau-

rois.

There is always a waiting list for this book

whether at the univeristy library or downtown and

one will not be disappointed in selecting this book

on their individual lists.

Then there are “Henry VIII” by Hackett, “Elizabeth of Essex”, “James the Second” by Hillaire
Belloc and many others. Or if one likes the works
on men or women of the more recent periods, there

are fine biographies touching on the lives of these
people though we are quite too close to their time

sorb in a few hours of study. This particular student could do a week’s work in a very few hours.

The sad part of the story is that he never put in

more than these few hours ina month. Asaresult
he was soon forced to withdraw because of low
Instead of being a worldscholastic standing.

beater this young man was an abject failure.
This is the way it is with many men of more than
average intelligence. With hard work they would
be geniuses, but they are content to merely get by

as easily and with as little effort as possible. By
spurting occasionally they are able to keep upwith

the other members in the class, and that seems to
be the limit of their ambition. These men are good
for the dashes, but they are hopelessly out of it in
the long run.
To be successful steady production is required.
There is no man in the world today who has become
great by a sudden burst of work sandwiched between periods of idleness. Constant hard work is
required. A column a day has been written by
Arthur Brisbane for many, many years. Edison has

to unfold all the details of their lives.

spent almost half of his life in his laboratory. Morgan, Ford, Firestone and other leaders in business

than the mere satisfaction of the book and the man

and industry are hard working men. The man who
works with regularity, getting all he can out of him-

And when we read these biographies we get more

who
with
fited.
lives

is being chronicled. We are reading books
a purpose. Our cultural self is being beneWe are inspired with the good deeds in their
and learn through theoretical experience the

self, is almost invariably worth twice as much as

his brilliant but erratic competitor, whose big days
are separated by gulfs of inactivity.
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Fraternities
William P. Keane
T's colleges and Universities in the United
States have undergone a great change with-

in the past quarter of a century. They have
grown and expanded by leaps and bounds. The
number of students have in many colleges doubled
and then more than doubled again. New buildings
have been erected to take care of this increase in
the enrollment, until today the larger colleges have
more students within their walls than many of our

cities. It is easily understood that with this greatly increased student body the students tend more
and more to drift apart. Members of the same
class are total strangers to each other, and since
each student lives a more or less individualistic life
no effort is made to become acquainted with other
members of the school. To counteract this perni-

cious influence fraternities are doing a world of
good.

These organizations have grown up to meet a
very natural and human need of every young man,
the need of comrades, fellowship and the benefits

derived from co-operative action.

Man has always

united with his fellow man in order to advance individually, socially, and politically. Being a social

being man cannot live a full life by himself.

He

needs companionship of a nature agreeable to himself. In our colleges and universities the frater-

nities offer him this companionship.

With him in

the organization are men who have interests in

common. A large acquaintance is made which
would otherwise be impossible. On economic
grounds alone the fraternities find justification for
existence. It is a well-known fact that community
life is a very economical life. The comfortable
rooms, opportunities for recreation, pleasant surroundings and wholesome meals offered by fraternities to their members would be priceless if any
one individual tried to purchase it. For the group
however, these comforts are very reasonable and
are in fact cheap.

Fraternities produce leaders. At Ohio State from
the 35 per cent of the men who belong to frater-

nities comes 90 per cent of the leadership on the
campus.

In the Eastern schools the percentages
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are more favorable than this. Fraternities are fewer
in the West, but, even there the majority of officers
and committee men are from among their ranks.
This is the case because it is the fraternity man
who takes an active part in the school functions.
They are practically the only ones who take an interest in extra curricular activities. This is easily

understood.

Other students are for the most part

boarding away from home, and have no acquaintances among the student body. The only thing the
school means to them is a place where they go to
class. Immediately after classes they again depart

for their residences.

Is it any wonder then that

they take no personal interest in their Alma Mater?

With the fraternity man things are different. He is
continually surrounded by those things that make
for school spirit and interest in activities. His associates are other students. His fraternity as well
as the school has a tradition, and these must be
known and upheld. He has examples to follow. It

is to be expected therefore, that these organizations

furnish leadership.
There is an old saying prevalent that fraternities

put men in office. There can be no doubt that fraternities would like to see their men in office, but
it must be remembered that when fraternities put
men in office it is not one fraternity or even five or
ten fraternities, but it is the combine of all the fraternities on the campus. Any man so chosen from
so large a group must be eminently fitted for the

office and that above all is the prime requisite for
election. The non-fraternity men on the other hand,
composing as they do, over two-thirds of the student body, could well elect whomsoever they chose,

but this fact is outstanding: Most of them are not

even interested enough to vote unless they are

compelled to do so, and then they rarely know the

qualifications of the man for whom they vote.

It

has never been shown that fraternities have made

a mistake in elections. If the man placed in office
were unable to fill the position the fraternity electing him would be committing suicide from within.
By way of a digression allow me to correct an
erroneous statement about elections at this univer-

sity which appeared in last month’s article on fraternities.

The article stated that a “fraud had been

committed in class elections here by one of the fraternities. The incident was supposed to have occurred as follows: One of the supporters of an organization would nominate a man, and then another
would close the nomination, and asa result all the

officers elected were from the same fraternity.”
The truth of the incident was supposedly clinched
by the statement that it was related by a fraternity
man and an alumnus. On the other hand I maintain it could not have been so for a number of reasons. First. The authority quoted is no authority
at all. Second. No one fraternity, unaided, could
ever hope to carry an election. Third. If not the
non-fraternity members of the class, the fraternity
members at least would have prevented such action.
Fourth. In the only two cases when this could
have happened, the minutes of the meetings proved
that it did not, for there were several candidates for
each office, and two of the men elected in each case

were returned unanimously, or in other words,.

they were voted for by members of alien fraternities.

Fraternity ceremonies are often the center of ungrounded attack.

Just as military, naval, and civic

ceremonies have a meaning, so do those of fraternities. ‘To those who do not understand them, a

formal guardmount, or a dedication program for a
new civic work seems a waste of time, but once

these functions are understood, they take on a very
different aspect.

The same for fraternities.

The

only ones who know the meaning of fraternity ceremonies are the members, and they too are the only

ones who witness them.

When others speak of

them, they are only too frequently speaking about

fantasy existing in an over-active imagination.

For the pledge, the fraternity does a world of
good. He is continually under the advice and scrutiny of the upper-classmen. This training is very
thorough and invaluable. His scholastic standing
is watched carefully, he is taught the fraternity and
school traditions, his grammar, dress, and personal
appearance are observed and corrected when necessary. He is given a Big Brother, to whom he can
go with his troubles and secure advice and help.
He has all the advantages of living at home plus
unbiased observations and strict discipline. This
never harms a young man in his formative years.

Fraternities promote scholarship. This is evident
from the friendly rivalry among the fraternities for
scholastic honors. Another way of judging is from
the number of fraternity men in the graduating
classes. Here at Dayton the fraternity members
make up a very small percentage of the total student body, but in the graduating class this percen-

tage of the whole is almost doubled.

Since most

students drop out of school because of poor scholarship, this large percentage speaks very favorably of
the beneficent influence of fraternities.
Through dances, dinners, and smokers, the fraternities develop the social side of a man. They
teach him proper poise and conduct. The constant
association with fellow members develops the celestial spark of friendship. It gives a man an interest
in his neighbor. He is taught to banter views, and
to hold his own, to work and to live in harmony

with others.

With Fred Stone of Ohio State we

can sum up the aims of a fraternity. “It is to develop a finer, more tolerant, more cultured type of
man. A man mentally and morally, physically and
socially able to cope with any situation.”
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Shoestringing Across the Country
Montana to Washington

George W. Pfeiffenberger
[ was yet fairly early in the morning when we
left Yellowstone Park, thus giving us a good
start on our next lap of the journey to the
coast. We stopped at the first small town after
leaving the Park in order to obtain some information and guidance on the best route northward

through Montana. For once during the entire trip
everyone we asked agreed on the same route. We
marvelled at this, as usually upon inquiry as to road
conditions, we heard all sorts of conflicting reports
on what lay ahead of us. Subsequent events, however, explained this unanimous choice of roads, as
we found that there was only one route in that section of the state. Being somewhat curious about
this we consulted our road maps and found that
there were only two state routes of any consequence
in all Montana, and if the other is no better than
the one over which we traveled, I never want to
drive across Montana again.
We were so interested in the roads that we failed
to get gas at this town, and indeed never gave it a

thought until we were well on our way from it.
Then it came to us with appalling suddenness that
we were getting very low in our supply, and our
maps showed the next town to be over fifty miles
distant. We calculated that we had slightly less
than two gallons in the tank, and since we had not

been getting more than nineteen or twenty miles
per gallon anyway, we figured we could not possibly stretch those two gallons to fifty miles. Then
began a desperate struggle.
We cut the carburetor down as lean as possible, and took advantage of every downgrade to coast, and conserve

our rapidly depleting gasoline supply.

After we

had gone about thirty-five miles in this fashion,
and still saw no signs of ever coming out of the
wilderness through which we were traveling, our
hearts sank lower and lower with every turn of the

wheels, as we expected at any moment to hear that
last long, lingering gasp, which would tell us that
our end had arrived. Then, just as we reached the
summit of an exceptionally steep grade and made a
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sharp turn to the left, what did we see but a solitary little shanty, cuddling down in the bottom of
the valley, and, standing like a brave sentinel in
front of this noble little shack was the familiar red

figure of a gasoline pump.

Oh, what a relief!

was like manna sent from heaven.

It

In our state of

mind, it seemed almost like a last minute reprieve
to a condemned man.

Joyously we pulled up alongside the pump, and
as the attendant again filled the tank with the car’s
life-giving blood, we heaved a great sigh of relief
that we were not left stranded out in the mountains with a dry gas tank. Whether it was his regular price, or whether he just sensed our predicament and sawa chance to get inalittle petty graft,
I cannot say, but anyway we had to pay thirty-five
cents per gallon for regular gas. However, we were

so glad to get it we would have paid a good bit

more without-a kick.
We then proceeded on the way, but did not make
good time, due to the terrible condition of the roads.
Detour after detour, sharp gravel chuck holes, corduroy surface, and every other kind of road the
devil himself could devise were met with on that
days’ journey. At last we gave it up in disgust,
and camped for the night on a most desolate looking stretch of rolling ground strewn with huge
weather scarred boulders, some much larger even

than our car. It was in the lee of one of these
larger boulders that we parked the machine and
spread out our blankets for a night on the semisandy soil. After a short rest and a refreshing
supper we both felt much better again, so we de-

cided to go for a walk to stretch our cramped limbs.
We set out just as twilight began
walked a short distance on up the
of the next hill. Here we perched
boulder, lit our pipes and began

creeping on, and
road to the brow
atop an immense
talking over our

past experiences and our plans for the future.

We

spoke in low subdued tones, for no other reason
than we were under the spell of a pleasant summer
night in the vast solitude of the plains. As it grad-

ually grew darker we ceased speaking altogether,
and both sat immersed in our own thoughts under
the depression of such a desolate and lonesome
place on a moonless and starless night. Profound
silence covered the world like a blanket. I never
asked Bud what was the tenor of his thoughts that
evening, but my mind hearkened back to some
weird detective stories I had read a long time before.

I was just thinking what a wonderful place it
would be for some such terrible deed as occurs in
such type of fiction, when suddenly I was aroused
from my reverie by the momentary flashing of a
bright light full in my face. It was the light from
the headlamps of an oncoming automobile just
turning the bend a short distance away. Appar-

ently the occupants of the car did not see me, as

they stopped on the road about a hundred yards
directly in front of my position. I heard the indistinct hum of voices and a sudden light of a match

flared up in the car.

It occurred to me then that

the driver had stopped merely to light up for a
smoke, but later events proved this theory mistaken. After about a minute or two the lights of
another automobile appeared down the road in the
same direction from which the first had come.
When the second reached this point it also stopped,
and the passengers in the two cars held a somewhat hurried conversation with each other. In the
dim reflected light it appeared as though one person in the first car handed over a package to someone in the second, and then they both pulled away,

this time the second machine now in the lead, leaving me with all sorts of mysterious thoughts run-

ning through my head.
It was now growing quite late, so we set out on

the way back to our camp.

We walked down to

the foot of the hill, around a curve, up another incline, and down again, without a sight of our car
or equipment. An argument then arose between
us in which Bud claimed that we hadn’t gone far
enough, and I said that we had passed the place.

The night was now so black that we oculd not see

twenty feet ahead of us. It was actually the blackest and most dismal night we had ever seen, and
the boulders that lay alongside the road loomed up
like great tombstones in a graveyard of giants. And
still we walked on, looking in vain for our outfit.

By this time we were beginning to get worried, and
after agreeing that we had surely passed the spot
we retraced our steps back up the road again. After

walking some time we reached the spot where we
had sat and talked, and by this time we were genuinely alarmed, as we knew we had left the car sure-

ly somewhere between these two terminals. Once
more we hastened back down the road, now and

then making little side trips off to the left.

Final-

ly we came across our object, standing just where

we had left it back of a huge boulder.

The great

number of large rocks in the vicinity had completely fooled us. We were greatly relieved to find
everything safe and sound, although we both felt

somewhat foolish over the affair.

It had indeed

been a hectic day for us.
However, we had a wonderfully soft bed that
night and awoke the next morning much refreshed,

with the troubles of the preceding day already for-

gotten.

To top it off we had exceptionally good

roads all this day, during which we made up for
lost time the day before. Going through the territory surrounding Butte we saw a great many mines
of various kinds. Our route also led us through
Anaconda, the principal copper smelting center in

the country. Much to our regret, as it was so early
in the day, we did not have the opportunity to visit
any of these interesting plants. At the close of a
rather uneventful day we camped in a forest near
Plains, Montana.
About 11 a. m. the following day, Sunday, we arrived at Sandpoint, Idaho, which is in the northern
part of the state, in that section called the panhandle of Idaho. I have two uncles living here,

and we immediately proceeded to look them up.
As the town is a small one, this was not a difficult

job, and we found them living in the most unusual
quarters we had ever seen.
The city proper has a population of about eight
thousand, and the principal industry, and the only

one as far as we could see, is the cutting and preparation of lumber and telephone poles. However,
the interesting part of the town is clustered down
at the water front, which borders on Lake Pend
O’Reille (pronounced Ponderay), a magnificent
sheet of crystal pure water, fed entirely by springs
and streams from the surrounding mountains.
Here on the lake is built a colony of about fifty
houses, set on rafts. They are laid out exactly as
a city street would be. The houses are set in rows
facing each other, with a wide raft boardwalk between, which serves as the street. This larger walk
is connected with the individual houses by smaller

walks just as the houses in the town connected with
the streets. Instead of a garage in the rear, each
home has its boat house. All buildings are sup-

ported on huge fir logs, and it is claimed thata raft
platform supported on three of these logs will float
the house for nearly twenty years.
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My uncle’s place is the farthest one out, probably about a thousand yards directly out from the
shore. He has three buildings out there, one being his home and boathouse combined, the other

his shop, and the thirda filling station for motorboats which he operates. When the drums of gasoline and oil are empty, he tows the entire building
over to a wharf where he meets a gasoline truck

and has them refilled.

The building is then towed

back again to its regular position.
the mountain coming to Mohamet.

A real case of

We received a very warm reception, as he had
not seen anyone from the home town for nearly fifteen years. We stayed with him for two days, during which time we rested completely from our long
journey, spending our time fishing and riding
around in his motor boats exploring the various

sections of the lake.

This is a peculiarly shaped

there was any arid land in the state of Washington
always supposing that it was all a great and fertile
country. However, we ran into the valley of the
old Columbia river, the bed of which is now dry,
and the surrounding territory even drier yet. For
some miles the road follows along this old river
course until the immense Dry Falls are reached.
This unusual place constitutes a great and sudden
drop in the river bed, and it is calculated that in
ancient times when the water ran through here,
this falls was forty times the volume of Niagara.

The road dips down after this and runs in the
actual dry channel for some distance. All during
this day we were driving in a terrible wind. All
would be calm for an instant, and then suddenly a

great column of sand would suddenly whirl high
up into the air, and start across the plain with the
speed of an express train, sometimes shooting

body of water, and in fact derives its name from

across the road most uncomfortably close.

this geographical feature. On the map it shows al-

not know whether they were of sufficient force to

most a perfect outline of the human ear, and
thus its name L. O’Reille (shaped like an ear).
The morning we were to leave this fine haven,
Bud wanted to try his hand at fishing once more,
but since we had no license we stayed right in the
house, standing at the kitchen door with the line

thrown into the water inside the boat house.

In-

side of ten minutes he had caught three fish. It was
quite a novel experience, indoor fishing.
This lake affords great opportunities for all kinds
of water sports. A big regatta is staged here on

July Fourth every year, where high speed outboard
motor boats are the big attraction, but we were
obliged to miss this in order to keep to the schedule
we had set for ourselves. In the winter, temperatures of thirty degrees below zero are not infrequent, while snow sometimes almost completely
covers the small houses. It is a wonderful place
for winter sports, as the lake water freezes to a
depth of fifteen inches. It would be a great place
to spend a vacation with nothing to do but loaf.
On Tuesday morning we started on our last lap
to the coast. Hardly had we left the town when
we ran into a wind and sand storm. At first it did
not amount to more than a few puffs of wind now

I do

wreck the car or not, but regardless of that it was

not a very pleasant situation. Occasionally when
we passed another machine, we were forced to slow
down almost to a stop, as the wind picked up the
disturbed sand in~clouds, and we could not see

where we were going.

Finally towards evening, we got out of this
desert-like region and arrived in the real part of
Washington, the section for which it is noted, and
that is its great fruit growing regions.

Wenatchee is the apple growing center of the

United States.

The trees were so loaded with ap-

ples that the majority of them needed to be propped
up to prevent the snapping of the limbs under their
weight. Mile after mile of apple orchards we encountered as we drove along the fine new highways
that this state has so recently constructed. Apples
were not yet ripe though, so there was no possibility of getting a job there, and we did not tarry, but
went in search of a suitable camping place. However, we found none as practically everything is
fenced in just as in the east. We were no longer in
the great open spaces, so we had to go into a tourist camp that night at Cashmere. We rented a

and then, but by the time we had gone through

cabin for the night and made all preparations for

Spokane, Washington, it had increased to whirlwind dimensions.
Shortly after leaving Spokane we received a great

our entry into Seattle the following day. We were
nearing our journey’s end and were very anxious
to see this wonderful city of which we had heard

surprise.

so much all the way from Dayton.

Neither of us had ever suspected that
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Justice (One of Its Vagaries)
Frank J. Hadley
‘eat PRESTON glanced out of the second-story window.

do.

Yes, the position would

Across the street was the Cattlemen’s

Bank, which had just opened its doors.

As yet the

traffic was not thick and pedestrians were few. The
car was not in sight. A glance at his wrist watch
informed him that it would not be due for ten
minutes.
He glanced about the apartment, which he had

leased the day before.

He pulled down all the

shades and locked all the windows except the one

facing the bank. He hung out a “Please Do Not
Disturb” sign on his door and then locked it lest
some uncautious bellhop enter. The Apartment
House was one of the best in Sana Fe, but he was
taking no chances at that stage of the game.
Then for the first time he turned his attention to
the golf bag. He withdrew a false top which contained several extremely short golf clubs. Then,
piece by piece, he secured several suspicious looking parts. With practicd hands he assembled them.

They proved to be a sort of automatic rifle, or
rather a sub-machine gun. Preston cocked and
snapped the mechanism several times to make sure
that it was in good working order. Then he reached
down into the sack and secured four clips of cartridges. He slipped one into the mechanism and

membered.

‘om sauntered in an unconcerned man-

ner in front of the bank’s only advertising window.
He seemed tremendously interested in display of a

“Save-Save-Save!” sign.

Big Mike, looking for all

the world like a successful cattleman, and the re-

maining two boldly entered the institution.
For a space of perhaps ten minutes all was quiet

in the bank.

Presently the three emerged.

Then

Preston knew that the clerks and chance persons in
the bank at the time had probably been locked in

the vaults. In one big hand, Mike carried a satchel.
Preston made a very accurate guess as to its con-

tents.

Mike scratched his ear. That was the signal

that all had gone as planned.
had entered the car.

Presently the five

A purr of the powerful motor

and they were off.
All seemed serene but Preston was not fooled by
it. ‘The one weak spot in the plot had been that
they didn’t know where the robbery alarms were
located. He knew that it was nine chances out of
ten that some cashier had had the presence of mind
to touch something or trod some section of the
floor that would give the alarm to headquarters.
That part of the program had been discussed more

than the rest. If the alarm had been given—that’s
where Preston’s duties began.
A machine filled with police reserves dashed up.

laid the rest on the window sill.

So the alarm had been given. The bluecoats dashed

Preston then appeared to be waiting for someone. His lean figure was impeccably furnished with
golfing togs. One might have thought that he was
merely fingering some war relic as he sat before the
window and gripped the automatic with accustomed
hands. His pulse was steady; his eye was calm;
his nerves were relaxed. Preston was a perfect
criminal, the kind that is seldom caught.

into the bank. They were there for the space of
five minutes. Then a number rushed out the front
door. Cooly Preston leveled his automatic rifle and
took an unconscious aim with his steady eye. A
rain of hot lead met the officers on the street. A
half dozen fell in queerly inert huddles. He trained
it on the remainder until the survivors darted back

Ah, there they were! Preston watched the high-

carefully planned, slipped in a new clip and used it
on the police machine. He did not rest until it

powered car drive up to the bank.
well-dressed men dismounted.

stayed in the car.
much ina fight.

bad.

Casually five

Shorty, he noticed,

Well anyway Shorty wasn't

He was an ex-racing driver, turned

Jerry disappeared around the corner.

Jerry

was to watch for trouble in that direction, he re-

into the bank for safety.

"Then Preston, as he had

was quite unfit for immediate use.

The tires with-

in his view were flat, the glass smashed and he

was fairly sure that the motor would not run.
Several policemen attempted to rush out of the
bank.

Preston carefully picked them off like a
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sharpshooter does clay pigeons. In doing so he
wounded or killed several pedestrians, ignorant of
what had just happened, among them several women and children. But Preston did not give this a

second thought.
He was quite certain that there would be no

more attempts to leave the bank. His position was
becoming dangerous. Word must have been sent
by this time for help. He coolly disjointed his gun,
put it in the sack, replaced the false top, and in a

minute more was out of the room. He took the
back steps down to the ground floor and found his
Auburn roadster waiting as he had arranged. As
he climbed into the auto, he slipped off a set of false
rubber finger prints and in a moment was on his
way. He put the finger prints in his pocket until such

time as he could fully destroy them. He chuckled
callously to himself, “Those fingerprints are clever

Preston fled from the city, “took it on the lam”
as he expressed it to himself.

He was wise enough

to fear reprisals by the friends of Big Mike’s gang,
once they discovered who had dispatched them—
and the underworld had methods of discovering

such things.

He found himself in Philadelphia. It

was a good place to become inconspicuous, for it

was his native city. He smiled coldly as he remembered his religious Quaker family. They
thought he was a traveling salesman for a Chicago

firm. Yes, the city of Brotherly Love, would be a
good place to hide.
Within two years, with the assistance of the Denver robbery proceeds, he had taken up a long forgotten law practice, which he had forsaken five
years before for a more exciting and uncertain existence in the underworld.

things. Juries and dumb detectives have absolute
faith in them. Won't Jim Hayes, the bootlegger,

In another year he had been elected to a judgeship with the assistance of a rather corrupt politi-

be surprised when the police tell him that they

cal machine, wih which he aligned himself, and his

found his fingerprints all over that room back
there.”

For a man that had just murdered perhaps a
dozen human beings, just to prevent the more suspectable parties from being followed, Preston was
very calm. He drove into a station and filled his
tank with gasoline and soon was bound across

country.

He was stopped several times, but the

local police seemed to be satisfied for he was per-

mitted to go on.

Several weeks later, his leisurly

way ended at Chicago.

He drove to the Loop dis- |

trict. He had just read in the Tribune that young
Hayes had been arrested by the Denver police and
held for the grand jury. He felt pleased with himself.
In another hour he was not so pleased. Big Mike
had cut down on his cut of the ill-gotten proceeds.
He was informed that if he didn’t like it, he should
remember that the nation was enraged by the Den-

ver Massacre as it was called.
Three weeks later, the police found Big Mike’s
bullet riddled body on the Lake Front. Five other

fine family background. He never felt so secure in
his entire life. Jim Hayes long ago had been hung
for his crimes. Every man that might have black-

mailed him was dead—by his own hand.

teem that might lead to higher offices, if he played
his cards right and kept high in the counsels of his
political allies.
What popularity wouldn’t do,

money would.
He was interrupted from his reverie.

Hayes, the widow of the man who had given his
life as a penalty for the Denver Massacre. She
pleaded guilty to the charge. When questioned if
she had anything to say, she asked for mercy, as
she could not support her three small children since
the death of her husband. No one would hire her
when they discovered her husband had been executed for this outstanding outrage. But mercy was

foreign to the Honorable Charles F. Preston, Magistrate of the Court. He leaned over the bench
and said,

world war was in progress, as criminals as a gen-

prisonment.”
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The next

case was the one of a poor widow, charged with
peddling alcoholic beverages. Yes, she was Mrs.

such affairs occurred during the next month. The
Chicago police could only guess that some undereral rule did not take inter-gang quarrels to the law.

He was

independent financially and held a position of es-

“Five Hundred and Costs and Six Months’ Im-

A Spring Day in Winter
Barry Dwyer
It seems that Pan awoke one day,
Unslung his pipes to play a dreamy air;
The fauns and dryads rubbed their sleepy eyes
And teased him into mood more gay.

Smiling, the master kept their pace,
Now faster, faster, faster grew the beat,
*Til e’en the sluggish streams, burst forth their
bonds,
Sang chorus, laughed, and mocked sun’s face.

“We dance , O Pan, we dance,” they cried,

He, long restrained by gloom, now shone—

“Give us a lively tune.

It was a merry sight

Come make the wood to leap,

To see his mirth grow warm—

This fit of sadness lay aside.”

Until he filled the sky alone.
Ah, that lovely, happy day,
A song in silence; life in death;

One perfect jewel brought to light;
In winter’s book a page for May.

To a Flirt
(A paraphrase of Horace’s Ode No. 5, Book I)

Robert L, Bertunn
What youth now holds you neath the moonlight
fair,
And whispers nothings, sweet as honey in your

eager ear?
For whom do you now curl your auburn hair
And practice smiles, and winks, and simulated fear?
Alas! How often shall he moan his fate
And marvel at the hidden storms behind your flash-

ing eyes!
Let him beware before it is too late
Or he will find that he in dangerous water lies.
Oh, wretched youth, some night beneath the stars
You'll find I’ve spoken truth about this charming
flirt;
And then you’ll know, how I received these scars

And how I saved myself from graver hurt.
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The Travelers
Robert L. McBride
HREE travelers were confronted by an enormous cliff.
“Impossible,” said the first.
“Quite so,” returned the second.

“Not at all,” spoke the third.
“We can’t turn back,” continued the first. “We
don’t know from whence we came and haven’t the
slightest idea of what is before us.”
“There may be a large and prosperous city on
the top of this cliff and there we may find peace and
comfort,” suggested the second.

“And this cliff,’ rejoined the third, “is not impregnable. We must climb it if we hope to attain
any rest this night.”
As they spoke among themselves a storm arose.

It became dark.

Everything about them appeared

black, opaque, like an infinite wall. Each man
cursed softly to himself as he began to climb. Different, isn’t it, from the fog in the Shires.

A dull

Another was still uttering hard words. The third
had his own thoughts and kept them to himself.
But still each worked at his task of scaling the
cliff. None could give assistance to the other.
Time...Time slowly dragged on and on...A
large wheel was grinding in a mill. The groaning
song of its knife cuts rang through the air. The
wheel spun faster, faster, and its sharp claws came

nearer and nearer. The noise thundered in their
ears. The buzzing, clawing wheel approached. It
was ready to cut into the flesh.
Then came dawn. One weary
the City. He was welcomed by
Young and old, rich and poor, all
the crowd. And the traveler was

traveler
a great
and one
glad for

entered
throng.
were in
he was

as rich as the richest and poor like the others.
lacked nothing.

He

He was happy.

The cliff is still there.

The same darkness has

overcome many since that time. Some have reached
the top, others have failed. But he that looks at
the cliff and plans to climb it succeeds; whereas

roaring in their ears cut off all other noises. Their
eyes seemed never to open and their noses were
filled with dirt.

he that looks back to the past or trusts the future,

Strange, very strange. One of the men was
laughing at a joke he had heard some time ago.

neglecting the present shall slip and never reach
the top.

‘The Serenade
H. Florence
I saw her first in a vineyard rich and deep,

I might have known she’d have a lover bold,

Her face aglow with health, as low she bent

For there, beneath Italian window old,
He sang and played the songs he’d always known.

To place the grapes in baskets, where content,

They waited, loosely piled, all in a heap.
Then from her height, she plucked and kissed a
I watched her till the dusk began to creep,
And wondered how her evenings were spent;
To sing her beauty now was my intent;
I knew, away from her, I could not keep.
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bloom,
To me she gently tossed it in the gloom.
Sweet Valentine! I now can claim My Own!

Undine
Robert Brentlinger
ANY years ago when knights ventured to
and fro on quests of valor, love, and truth,

there lived a good old fisherman and his
wife on an isolated peninsula far from the habitation of man.
It was on the shore of a beautiful lake and also
bordered by a dense forest whose dark domain was
a fortress into which few were brave enough to
venture.

It so happened that one day while the fisherman
was mending his nets he was interrupted by a rustling noise in the forest. Upon investigating he per-

ceived a handsome knight who woreascarlet cloak
and carried a beautiful sword and rode a white
steed somewhat light for war.

He requested of the old man a night’s lodging
for himself and his horse. The fisherman who was
of humble means offered him food and lodging in
his small cottage and although he had no place for
the horse, he suggested that it might graze on the
surrounding pasture. This, however, pleased the

knight who was
in the woods.
That evening
formed his hosts
assured them he

still frightened from his venture

who later married her.

She did not possess a

soul until she became married. After the wedding
she was taken to the city to live and was mistress

of the Castle Ringstetten.
After a short lapse of time Sir Huldbrand brought
his former love, Bertalda to the castle. She was
discovered to be the rightful child of the fisherman
and his wife, but in her infancy she had fallen into
the lake and was rescued by a stranger. Sir Huldbrand began to shift his love and caused much sorrow and grief to Undine.
Undine and Bertalda prepared a journey down

the Danube to Vienna. On the way Undine was insulted and she vanished over the side of the boat.
Meanwhile Bertalda and Huldbrand made preparations for their wedding. Undine resolved that no

one else should have her lover.

On the wedding

night she came forth from the fountain in the court-

yard, draped in a beautiful veil and gave Sir Huldbrand a farewell kiss. She put her beautiful white
arms about him and as she wept his life ebbed away
in her tears. Sir Huldbrand was buried in the village courtyard and a small stream encircles his

grave to show that he is constantly in the arms of
while taking his supper he inthat he was Sir Huldbrand and
was grateful for their kindness.

While sitting close to the open fireplace they were
interrupted by the waves dashing against the win-

Undine.
This bit of mythology is one of the most notable

writings of Baron La Motte-Fouqué and is a classic
of romantic daintiness.

It is a legend of the Ritter

von Staufenberg and dates back to 1400.

It was

dows of the cottage.
..“Undine! Undine! cease this rude childish prank,

retold by Fischart and mystically interpreted by

there is a stranger about the house.” All was silent
for a while when the door suddenly opened and Sir
Huldbrand looked upon the most beautiful girl he
had ever seen. She was clad in a gorgeous white

immediate popularity and as a result it was made
the subject of many operas. Many artists sketched
it and it became a model of sculptors.
The University of Dayton is the proud possessor
of the statue of Undine produced by J. Mozier, an

dress with her golden yellow curls hanging about
her neck. This was Undine the most beautiful of
water-sprites.
She came upclose to the knight and immediately
seeming attached to him, she requested him to relate his adventures to her. ‘The parents, thinking

her rude, reproved her severely, at which she took
offence, and, speeding to the door like an arrow,
she vanished into the darkness. Both Sir Huldbrand and the fisherman called for her to return,

but in vain. She was gone.
.. Undine was rescued on an island by the knight

Paracelsus in 1590. As poetized by Fouqué it won

American sculptor. This work of art was produced
in Rome in 1866. Incidentally it won the grand
prize in Rome in 1867. The University of Dayton
acquired this statue from a private school, Beacon
on the Hudson, which was purchased as normal
school of the Society of Mary. Numerous sums
have been offered for this work, and at one time it
was being considered as a gift to the Dayton Art

Institute. Later it was decided to keep it for the
new auditorium. At the present time it is situated
in the treasurer’s office on a revolving pedestal.
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Editor's Diary
Francis S. Gabel
JANUARY
Evidently the Varsity could not wait for the students to get back from their vacation rampage to
start the season. Our “pill tossers” entered the
arena against Cedarville January 4 and were defeated, 25 to 24. The score was so close that everyone feels that it must have been a good game al-

though very few of the students really saw the
opener.
AP

ee

The Boarders poured into the two dorms of

the campus on January 5.

Each one had more par-

ties than the other, each one met a new girl.
away to see the old “flame.”

Then

PS

Classe resumed for the month on January 5th.
Once more the daily grind took up its pace. Students, more out of habit than anything else, were
looking at their books.
ae

Wittenberg shaded the Varsity 25-20 the evening
of the fifth. The boys played a good game but
failed to “get places” as often as the Wittenbergers did. Many of the fellows found themselves with
the money and inspiration to go to Springfield. Result: A powerful cheering section for Dayton in
the city across the way.

The first Senior Class Meeting of the year 1930
took place January 7. A great many were absent
due to the late announcement of the session. A
spirited debate on the probable location of the

Senior Farewell resulted in two places being the
Anyone that desires

to know these halls and the preferred hall can consult any student on the Senior Register for this
year.
RP

ap

monia at St. Elizabeth’s Hospital for over a week
at the time of writing. We are all hoping for a
speedy recovery and continuance of school. Good
luck, Bob.
ae

Thursday, January 9, Father O’Reilly gathered
the members of St. Joseph’s Hall into the chapel to
revoice this manly group. After being given new
places the boys proved that they could sing much
louder than well.
i
+

It was quite gratifying to see the enlarged telegram in St. Mary’s Hall regarding the sportsmanship of the Flyers while in Detroit. We are proud
of our pill tossers. They may not win all their
games but they’re sports. Brother Louis Reinbold has been asking several students and Brothers
where the envelope that carried the telegram was
lost.
Se

oe

A grand assembly of students was held in the
auditorium on January 13. Its purpose, as outlined
by Father O’Reilly, was to acquaint the student

with the desire of the Society of Mary to see the
founder of the order, Father Chaminade, canonized.

+ > +

high choices for the evening.

One familiar face is missing from the campus and
has been missing since January 10th. Our good
Doctor Robert Lee Bramlage has been sick of pneu-

eS

The Varisty took a short trip this week-end.

Each student has been asked to contribute to the
burse to cover the expenses of this proceeding.
Father Preisinger gave us the story of religious

troubles in France at the time of Father Chaminade. Father
necessary for
President, Mr.
the students in

Freidel told us of the investigations
a canonization. ‘Then the Senior
Lutz, asked for the co-operation of
the matter.
>
>

With a flash of power that had been thought to
have been completely stopped earlier in the game,

They met and lost to Assumption College, Wind-

Bliss College defeated the Flyers 29-28 in an over-°

sor, 32-28. ‘Then they trounced our Titan rivals in
the Auto City, 20-12. We received the news with
much satisfaction.

time game.
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We have our own opinion on some of

the details of the game and must confine ourselves

to the remark that the varsity impressed the Expo-

nent staff as one of the hardest fighting teams ever
to represent the Red and Blue on the hardwoods.
To prove it the Flyers revenged themselves on St.
Xavir’s for the defeats in basketball last season.
An overtime down in Cincy netted U. of D. a
victory 20-19. This ended the week in good shape.
oo

oe

We must not forget that the members of the Exponent staff were the guests of Dr. Lawrence Boll
last Wednesday, January 15. Sandwiches, cakes
and ice cream, put the would-be writers in a mel-

low mood. We wish we could have more meetings
of the staff with the accompanying good things.

Our thanks, Dr. Boll.
oS

A last mention and we will stop our pounding.
The cold spell that set in January 16 enabled our
“Coast” guards to get into action. These hardy
volunteers stop automobiles from traveling the
streets reserved for coasting. A good work, and
the remuneration must come in handy.
aS
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The Clineic
James T. Cline
They etete doggys, they ete cattys,

They ete mysse, horse and rattys.
(An English diversion in the Middle Ages at

Rouen.)
we

When I sat down to the piano to play—they all
laughed. Imagine my embarrassment when I found
it was a modernistic desk.
ee

In a recent bulletin to the News Service Department from the University of Texas-is found an in-

teresting item on the improvement of the use of
English in the colleges as pertaining to freshmen.

The classification of the freshmen is based on the
student’s ability in theme-writing and in grammar.

Those students failing both parts of the test are
placed in the special “Zero” or the non-credit English courses, while those failing only one part are
allowed to continue the regular freshman course,
but are under special observation of the instructor.

This year, so the bulletin reads, 122 students
were placed in the “zero” class which is 10% of the
total 1,179 students taking the examination. The
number of students failing in grammar were 391

while 221 failed to write passing themes.
From these figures it seems to indicate that a
person need not be so well grounded in grammar to
be a good writer, but statistics and goldenrod are
two things which should never be given any reliance.
se,

Pe a

A little excerpt from a poem in a contemporary

collegiate paper the Clarke Courier called “Humor.”
Elusive as sun on a flowing stream,
As faint as the tracery of a dream.
Capricious, wilful, careless, gay;
Without it, life needs must be gray.
ee

If one remembers correctly, our stalwart young
Red and Blue athlete Joe Andras, started on a mad
dash for the Loyola goal at the start of the Flyer-

Rambler contest several weeks ago and he was at
once called that he was going for the wrong basket.
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Questioned as to just why he did not remember
where the Dayton basket was and how he almost
gave the Chicagoans a two-point start, “Detective”
Andras says, “Oh, I just wanted to fool the fans.”
eo}

And then there were the two Scotchmen who -

took a couple of hams to the “free treatment doctor” to be cured.—The Notre Dame Wink.

>

+

+

MAN
What is Man, A foolish baby,
Vainly strives, and fights and frets;
Demanding all, deserving nothing;

One small grave is what he gets.
—Scrapbook.
oo

a>

ANOTHER FOOTBALL TESTIMONIAL
BANQUET
|
Back in the days when the preparatory department of the University admitted Dayton students

and every Thursday afternoon was a “free afternoon,” there was a small band of local students
who played football in the mid-week matinee.

The custom continued on through high school
and into college with different student players being taken on and dropped because of going away to
other schools and going into the great working
field.

It finally has evolved into an annual game of

“Posies” with the grid encounter being played this
year in the morning of Thanksgiving. The score
of the game finally ended in a tie 18 to 18 and all
were forced to go home because of the coldness
which effected both players and spectator.
The testimonial dinner this year will be spon-

sored by Eddie Breen, ’26, who had laid extensive
plans for it on February 9th: He has gathered together a number of prominent speakers who are

well known about the campus. Dr. Henry Vollmer
will give the invocation. Attorney Bob O’Brien
and Coach Charlie Baumann will make the addresses. Luke will be Toastmaster.

Among the boys who will be honored by letters
for their Turkey Day encounter this year will be
Ed Breen, Joe Riley, Paul Moorman, Barry Dwyer,

(Doctor) Jim Cline, Johnnie Will, Johnny Schoff,
Paul Purpus, Jake O’Connor, Charles Reiling, Jim
McConnaughey, and Lou Tschudi. Oh, yes, the
name of the football squad is plainly called the
“Rinkeydinks.”
eee

There was a young fellow named oLu,
Who thought no one knew what he knew.
But he told in his sleep
His secret so deep,
Now his roommates step out with her, too.
See

Doctor Jim:
I would like your personal impression of the
length of the “gap” between the theory books of
college and the practical works of life and business. Is-it successfully completed by everyone that
goes through the portals of the university and, if
not, do you know the percentage that fall by the
Sincerely yours,
wayside?

A Class “gapper.”

Frank H.

Personally I do not know how large the “gap”
is recorded to be as I am on the brink myself ready
to jump. However, I have been fortunate enough
to gather some of the opinions of a few boys who
graduated last year from the Commerce Department.

The boys with whom I came into contact were
all local fellows and so if you do not think that the
opinions are diversified enough they are at least
a semblance of what to expect on the other side

of the: “gap”.
Out of the four encountered, two have gone into
the advertising field. Johnny Will, our editor last
year, and Charlie Deger are the two. Johnny is the
advertising manager of Roehm & Roehm,a local
clothing manufacturing concern, while Charlie is
district advertising man of the Kroger Baking Company. ‘The other two are in the accounting. surroundings. Ted Hoffman is at the Frigidaire while
Ed McBride adds and subtracts his figures at

Kroger’s.
The consensus of opinions of this quartet is that

life is quite a bit more difficult to master. Responsibilities which must be shouldered by the individual
themselves are rather heavy at times. Diligence
while in school has been their greatest asset when
the practical ability had to be shown. Things that
were learned in their earlier years at this institution are exuded from the storage of their subconscious minds.

So I guess the size of the “gap” that you must
cross when you cross the threshold of life will depend directly on the size of the “gap” intellectually
speaking, that you created in your four years as a
student.
|

PROFESSIONAL DIRECTORY
ARCHITECT

ENGINEERS

HOWARD GERMANN, ’01
Miami Savings Building

HARRY F. FINKE, ’02
Finke Engineering Company

Dayton, Ohio

Dayton, Ohio
DENTISTS

DR. LEON DEGER, ’10
Fidelity Building
Dayton, Ohio

DR. FRANCIS GAYNOR, ’15
Brown and Warren Sts.

Dayton, Ohio
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BLUE MOON
Tea Room

/ WALKER BROTHERS |

26 N. Ludlow Street

Exclusive Agents of

HART SCHAFFNER & MARX
Luncheons—Fountain—Dinners

CLOTHES

Salads, Sandwiches and Pastries
a specialty.

v

+

135 N. MAIN STREET

The Eagle
Shoe Repair Shop

Ghe Danis Hunt Company

Excellent Service

General Contractors

Good Workmanship
Low Prices

Dayton

-

Ohio

See Us for Shoe Repairs
M. COHEN
338 S. Main Street

East First and Webb

Phone: East 250

Jobbing and All Kinds of Furnace Work a
Specialty. Roofiing, Spouting and
Sheet Metal Work

Andrew Caulfield

JOS. J. SCHAD

Plumbing and Heating

Hardware, Paints, Oil and Glass
Cutlery and Seeds

124 S. Findlay Street

Garfield 2463

848-850 S. Brown St.

Phone: East 815

Dayton, Ohio

The Right Kind of
Friends

When in need of new Glasses or
repairs are necessary on the
old glasses, visit

HE right kind
of friends are
L not always the

Swi
y friends you like, nor
=- those that flatter
i
The best

117 South Ludlow

OPTICIANS

--} that are loyal, dependable and hon-

CHURCH FURNISHINGS

est. It is the constant aim of this
institution to make all of its employees worthy and desirable friends

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION

to its patrons.

Benzinger Brothers

Miami Savings
&Joan(0.
“AT

THE

429 Main Street

CHIMES”

25 South Main Street - Dayton, Ohio.

>

CINCINNATI, OHIO

3:

Joe Spatz
BAKERY

>

Eat Laurel Crackers and Cakes
There is a LAUREL cracker and cake for
every occasion. They are wholesome, appetising and delicious.

THE DAYTON BISCUIT COMPANY

EAGLE AND MADRIVER
STREETS

DAYTON, OHIO
The Taste Tells the Tale

Edgemont Crackers are Different

Telephone Garfield 4899

Baked from fresh milled wheat.

TRY THEM
Sold by Better Class Individual Grocers,
25 cents one pound package.
Ask the U. of D. Boys,

THE GREEN & GREEN CO.

They know!

DAYTON, OHIO

The Joe,
0,Frank Co.

GITMAN BROS.
WHOLESALE

BUTTER, EGGS and POULTRY

FRUITS AND PRODUCE

Quality Store—29 S. Jefferson St.
Phone Garfield 1747

27-29-31-33 South St. Clair St.

DAYTON, OHIO

PHONES
East 2819 and 589—Plant, Xenia Pike.

+
>

+

Tickle Your Palate with

Young's
;

REICHERT’S

Cleaning, Pressing and Repairing
Work Called for and Delivered
Let us knock the spots out of your clothes

WHOLESALE
BAKERY

1231 South Brown Street

Gar. 1523
+>

Ss

ie

muDg@er-tite Eggs ==
ee

SHELL

KEPT

-

Quality line of

Baked Goods

FOR DISCRIMINATING HOUSEWIVES
who desire New-Laid Quality during the season of the year
when fresh eggs are difficult to procure.
MOSS ROSE

ELGIN NUT

At your favorite grocer

or delicatessen

Coley
KN
a

J

i

ra

Che

y

Shaw&Marchant |i
Company jf
coe

DESIGNERS
bf

i

ILLUSTRATORS
ENGRAVERS

ra
24N.Jefferson $t

Dayton - - - Ohio

*22.” buys you New Suit or Coat
at the Jefferson Clothiers; best buy in town.
Come in and be convinced and save $10.00.

Jefferson Clothiers
S. E. Cor. Jefferson and Fourth Sts.

Hollencamps

Westbrock
Funeral Home
1712 South Wayne Ave.
PHONES
Gar. 1072

East 2075

In all Assorted Flavors and the Very Best
Just phone what you want and we will deliver to you

“Ambulance Service by Appointment”

TRY OUR CEREAL BEVERAGES

This Magazine ts
Our Product

“Golden Glow”
—

— AND SoS ie Se

eroe
ae

“Dark Cream”
“(ie

VERY

REFRESHING

ws. Ely Printing
Company

The Hollencamp Products Co.
TELEPHONE MAIN 433
205-207-209 S. JEFFERSON ST.

Thanks!

We Saw Your
Ad in

The Exponent
UG
yi

CS
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Homesick?

Just telephone the blues
' away. It’s the next best thing
to being home in person.
You can talk to your family

- almost instantly when you call
by number.
Why not arrange with Dad
or Mother now to call home
weekly. With their approval,
you can reverse the charges.
THE OHIO BELL TELEPHONE CO.

=

Call by Number
and Reverse

=
@°

ai the Charges Y
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